is a caravanserai. Men camp In its houses instead
of living in them, and they who swarm in the
city to-day would cheerfully loot it to-morrow if
they got the chance.

Long years ago, when I set forth from Chicago
on my first expedition, a veteran traveller
remarked to me that human beings are far more
interested in other human beings than they are
in architectural wonders, such as the Pyramids
or the Taj, or in the wonders of Nature, such as
the glaciers of Greenland or the volcanoes of
Japan. If that is true, and I believe it is, then
bring your hubble-bubble and come with me
out to the balcony where my friend, Abdul
Ghani of Peshawar, sits puffing on his narghile,
or water-pipe, above the Street of the Story-
tellers, and you will see a human pageant unlike
any other in all this wide world.

To-morrow, if Allah wills, and if the Amir
does not change his mind, and if his playful
subjects do not shoot holes in the tyres of out
American motor-car, and if a thousand and one
other things do not happen that invariably do
happen to delay travellers east of Suez, why then
we will pass out of the old Bajauri Gate and
journey through the Khyber Pass to mysterious
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